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Semple, that writ lewd ballads of my love.

And that good provost whom I swore to give

For one night's prison given me in his house

A surer gaol for narrower resting-place

Than that wherein I rested not; and last

Balfour, that gave my lord's trust up and mine ?

Upon these five heads fallen will I set foot

When I tread back the stair that mounts my throne \

All others shall find grace; yea, though their hearts

Were set more stark against me and their hands

More  dangerous  aimed than  these;   for this God

knows,

My heart more honours and shall ever love
A hardy foe more than a coward friend;
And Hume and Grange, mine enemies well approved,
Could love or recompense reknit their faiths
To my forsworn allegiance, in mine eyes
Should stand more clear than unrevolted men
Whose trustless faith is further from my trust
Than from my veins the nearness of their blood.
I am not bitter-hearted, nor take pride
To keep the record of wrongs done to me
For privy hate to gnaw upon, and fret
Till all its wrath be wroken ; I desire
Not blood so much of them that seek mine own
As victory on them, who being but subdued
For me may live or die my subjects : this
I care not if I win with liberal words
Or weapons of my friends, for love or fear,
Or by their own' dissensions that may spring